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he reached the end of one street another appeared. Sometimes he threw himself to the side, striving to bite his tormentors ; they would quickly draw back, and when the chains restrained him, they, would burst out in peals of laughter at his thwarted efforts.
A child tore his ear; a young girl concealed under her sleeve a spindle, with the point of which she slit his cheek ; they pulled out handfuls of his hair, tore strips from his flesh, and others held sticks on which were fastened sponges saturated in filth, with which they buffeted his face.
A stream of blood gushed from the right side of his throat; immediately a frenzy began. This last Barbarian represented to them all the Barbarians, all the army ; they took revenge on him for all their disasters, terrors, and opprobrium. The rage of the people grew with its gratification; the chains strained too tight as they leaned against them, threatejiing to part asunder. They were insensible to the blows the servitors dealt to force them back; some clung to the projections of the houses ; all the apertures in the walls were choked up by heads, and the evil they were incapable of doing to his person they howled out upon him.
Their maledictions teemed with atrocities of obscene abuse, with ironical encouragements and imprecations ; and as they were dissatisfied with his present agonies, they announced to him others more terrible yet for eternity.
This vast howling filled Carthage with a stupid monotony. .Often a single syllable, one intonation, harsh, profound, frantic, would be repeated for many minutes by the entire people. The walls
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